FAT MEN'S MUSIC

NIGHT. Yet night is hardly the word for this marvel-
ous sky of Southern Italy, for this air, transfused with
a bluish luminence and the fragrant warmth of a kindly
soil. The light seems to emanate, not from the sun reflect-
ed by the gold of the moon, but from this indefatigably
fertile soil, industriously and skilfully tilled by the hand
of man. Light streams silently from the silver-chased
leaves of the olive trees, and from the stone walls on the
hill slopes. These walls are there to prevent landslides;
they shape the hillsides into flat terraces, on which grawa^
beans, potatoes and cabbages are grown, and vineyards and
orange and lemon groves have been laid out. How much peiM
sistent and intelligent labour has been expended here! The
orange and yellow fruits also gleam through the trans-
parent silvery haze, lending the earth a. strange resem-
blance to the star-blossomed sky. One might think that the
earth had been lovingly decorated by its. cultivators for
a great holiday, that,, having spent this-night in rest,
they will tomorrow rise with the sun to "rejoice and be
gfad* '
The silence is absolute. So motionless is everything
on earth, that it seems to have been engraven on it by
the hand of a superb artist, or cast in bronze and Bluish
silver. The perfection of calm and beauty .sets one